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at 4 p.m. for coffee at an outwardly unassuming hotel and bad
superb coffee and cakes, very well served by a smart, slim,
sparkling waitress. Within I saw the kitchen and a chef in a
chefs white cap making pastry. It was strange to see this
perfection in a village lost in the mountains.

On the way home, between Hallern and Salzburg we came

upon a motor accident, collision ;   the road was unnecessarily

blocked for a long time during palavers between the respective

owners and drivers and the gendarme.   The chief words repeated

1,000 times, were " mem lieber herr ".   Everybody nervously

excited but very polite and restrained.   After dinner Kommer

came along to the hotel with Rosamund Pinchot and 2 German

journalists.   He introduced Rosamund.   A day or two ago he

had told me the astounding story of how Rcinhardt had seen

this society girl on the tender, going to America, and had in-

stantly said :  " Here is the girl who can play the nun " (" The

Miracle "), and had ultimately engaged her, though she had had

no experience whatever of the stage, nor any longing to go on

the stage.

I finished "The Kellys and the O'Kellys" yesterday morn-
ing : Trollope's 2nd novel, written at the age of 34. This novel
is consistently excellent, and Algar Thorold's introduction to it
is absurdly trifling and inadequate. The characterisation is
admirable, strong, true, and sober.

Monday, August yd.

Yesterday afternoon I began to read " Anna Karenina " again,
And it did me much good, providing the inspiration I needed
for my own work.

August 4th.
Bad weather again yesterday. I went out in the morning to
get ideas, and got cold instead. The river raged downwards ;
all shingle banks had disappeared, and the torrent stretched
clear from bank to bank. Umbrellas the chief sight in the town.
Wednesday, August $th.
Another 1,000 words of " Lord Raingo " yesterday afternoon,
between 5.15 and 7.15, after a bad night. Kommer joined us
late at lunch in the Mirabell Garden, among the wasps. After
dinner we went to the Cafe* Corso, to hear the Hungarian musi-
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